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in the echoes of personal groans?
Snowfalls
and the flowing tears of dreams
before the eves.
The moist traces of tears
on the cheeks of sleeping babies.
The tumultuous fair of existence:
Where is the mother
and where is the child?
Who can find any help
in this unruly crowd?
The horrifying loud laughter
of the wild animals
in the unfamiliar forest of faces.
The trap of scare
displayed
by tiie sounds of falling leaves.
Here, who is a well-wisher
and who is a friend?
Here, man is all alone
in the deep mine of his self
from where
the unceasing noisy stream of darkness
is gushing out.
Sonia, where is the light?
High rising waves
are hissing
like hurt serpents.
Dreadful storms are groaning
between
the earth and the sky.
The fleeting tide
is vomiting foam
breaking all the bonds.
Where is the shelter?